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MORE EXPERIENCES: WE START HAYING. THE SKUNK. EPISODE OF THE 
BEAR.  OTHER BEAR STORIES. 
 
 Haying commenced about the middle of July. My brother did not have a mowing 
machine of his own, so made a deal with a neighbour, Cecil Ewing, who lived near the 
canyon, to do up the hay on shares. There was lots of hay where we lived but not so much 
in his area, so this arrangement was satisfactory to both. Being a bachelor there was no 
necessity for him to go home, so for three weeks we had the pleasure of his company, 
which we enjoyed. We were quite sorry when that part of the haying was over and he 
returned to his homestead near the Red Deer Canyon, about five miles away. As there 
was still some hay to be put up, in some of the smaller sloughs in the timber, I went 
along. My job was to rake up the ground with a hand rake where the hay cocks had been. 
 There were four of these sloughs, edged with trees and willow bushes, and all 
leading into each other. As the hay was loaded into the rack, I raked up and cocked the 
remainder. It was a new experience for me but I soon got used to doing it.  All went well 
until I reached the third slough, and as I entered I spied a large black animal on the other 
side of it. It looked like a big black dog with its tongue lolling out. I had never  been 
afraid of dogs in the city, but as I looked at this animal, I felt a queer shiver go up my 
spine to the roots of my hair. I went on raking but took care not to go near it as I did not 
know whether dogs in the new country were savage or not. Just then it heard the rumble 
of the wagon and disappeared. I then went on to the last slough and told what I had seen. 
I asked Tom what it was and he said, it must have been Mr. Turnballs dog, they live west 
of here . I had my doubts, remembering the queer feeling when I first saw the animal. 
Suddenly remembering the bear stories we had heard along with the Indian tales, I made 
up my mind to find out if it was a dog. 
 It was then the middle of September, The next Sunday, we heard that our 
neighbour, Mrs. Chapman, while out riding after their cattle across the valley and east, 
had seen a bear two miles away.  Mr. Chapman was with her. The horses smelled the bear 
and bolted, almost throwing Mrs. Chapman out of her saddle. Our friend, Mr. Hendricks, 
came up from his farm a few days later. He lived six miles south, down the valley. He 
told us that his neighbour, Mrs. Russell was sitting out in front of her cabin in the cool of 
the evening, when a big black bear came out of the bush close to her. She called to her 
children and they all rushed to the cabin and barricaded the door. My brother had tried to 
stop Mr. Hendricks from telling this story. I made up my mind that it was a bear 
